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IN THE 'JUKE 

BOX MENACE* 



NICE TRAP I MADE 
FOR YOU, EH, 
MARY 1 




A GlRLB REFORM SCHOOL, THE WORLDS 
MOST WICKED GIRL, SEORGIA SlVANA,WORKS 
DILIGENTLY IN THE WORKSHOP / 




BUT GEORGIA SIVANA HAS AN 
ULTERIOR MOTIVE IN HER WORK , 
AND USES THE INVENTIVE GENIUS 
IM MERITED FROM HER? EVIL. FAThER, 
DR.: SIVANA .' 



YOU KNOW, I DO 
BELIEVE &EORS/A 
SIVANA HAS Re 

i FORMED.' LOOK 
HOW BUSILY 

| SHE'S WORKING/ 



SHE HASN'T GIVEN US 
ANY TROUBLE AT ALU 

MARY MARVEL 
HEIR 
HERE LAST/ 



H£H,H£H! AAV MINIATURE JUKE \ 
BOX IS FINISHED .' ITS RUN BY 
eATT£fi?i£S.' WITH IT I CAN RECORD 
AND PLAY ANYTHIN© I WANT/ AMP 
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BY TOMORROW I'LL BE 
READY TO BESih 
PLOT TO BECOME THE 
PRINCESS OF EARTH 

heh, hsh, Hen! 



THE NEXT DAY, ATA MEETiNfS OF ONE OF THE 
MANY MARY MARVEL CLU&S, MARY BATSON IS AN 
HONOR ©UEST, WITH IMPORTANT NEWS 





ALL THE POWERS OF 
SIX GODDESSE5 HAVE 
BEEN GATHERED AND 
PLACED IN THE HANDS OF 
GENTLE MARY BATSON. 
WHEN SHE CALLS 
THE NAME OF THE 
ANCIENT WIZARD, 
SHAZA/SA* MARY 
BECOMES IN A 
FLASH OF LiSHTNJINS, 
MARY MARVEL, 
THE WORLD'S MIGHTI- 
EST GIRL.WHO IS 
INVULNERABLE AN O 
ABLE TO FLY. SO 
AMAZING IS THIS 
TRANSFORMATION 
THAT MOST PEOPLE 
NEVER REALIZE WHAT 
HAS HAPPENED, UN- 
LESS THEY KNOW 
MARY'S SECRET. 
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VSS* Tip?! 



Packs Enough Energy 
for 3 400-lb. Bar Bell Lifts! 



Can YOU raise 400 pounds 7 feet 
in the air? A few champion strong 
men can . ... But the energy of one 
tiny "Eveready" flashlight cell, 
properly expended, could perf< 
this back-breaking feat 3 times! 
Think of this kind of energy when 
you buy flashlight cells . . . ask for 
"Eveready" batteries every time. 
Still 104 each. 



• You've got a "pipe line to the power- 
house" when your flashlight contains 
these great new "Eveready" cells. For they 
give you nearly double the energy that 
pre-war "Eveready" batteries gave you. 
No wonder these are the largest-selling 
flashlight batteries in the world! No 
wonder it can be said, "Get 'Eveready' 
brand flashlight batteries . . . and you get 
the best!" 




"Everttdy" distinguishes products ol 
NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. 

30 East 42nd Street. New York 17. N. Y. 
Vmit ol Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation 

,UJ33 
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VISIT 

By 

Larry Steinfeldt 



^■WtJ'E'RE awfully sorry, Mis a Thorne," 
'ww the man who had conducted the 
auditions said to Nora, "but Miss Harris here 
has already been selected." 

The position should have gone to Nora 
Thorne. She had all the qualifications. Out- 
standing athlete, good voice. Of all the con- 
testants for the position of announcer on the 
Teen-Age radio program she was easily the 
most capable. 

Nora turned to look at Hilda Harris. She 
held no ill feeling for her. "Congratulations, 
Hilda," she said holding out her hand. 

"I wish there were two jobs," Hilda said 
sincerely. 

Nora took the long way home, thinking. 
It wasn't merely the radio program. Other 
things had gone wrong for some time now. 
The radio program was merely the latest. 

It had started when her father had gotten 
into trouble. And it was all so wrong. Her 
father was innocent. 

Tom Thorne, Nora's father had been the 
outstanding basketball coach in the mid- 
west. Schools from every section of the coun- 
try had been trying to get his services. 
Under his guidance mediocre material be- 
came better than average. Better than aver- 
age players and athletes made sports history. 
But this season Tom had had unusually poor 
material and his team had not done so well. 

On the heels of a wave of 'Gambling Fixes' 
in virtually all fields of sport, ugly rumors 
cropped up concerning members of Tom 
Thome's team. 

Tom Thorne refused to discuss the rumors 
with any self-appointed inquisitors. But with 
the same forthright determination that 
brought his teams such laudable success year 
after year, he went directly to the source 
from which the trouble could come. 

Drimmy Dotts was an unsavory character 
^ who received frequent publicity, due to his 




shady dealings. He ran a gambling house on 
the Ekmond Road halfway between Samson 
and Hartsville. 

The place was raided periodically by 
county authorities and Dotts was arrested, 
fined, warned, and given publicity that evi- 
dently did him little harm. 

The night Tom Thorne chose to visit 
Dotts happened to be one of the periodic 
raid nights. 

Tom was taken to headquarters with the 
others in the place. Of course he was recog- 
nized, and the publicity given to the raid 
was sensational. It spread and magnified like 
an unchecked fire. Sports writers and edi- 
torialists added fuel and kept the flame 
raging. 

Other public figures had been caught in 
nets that way before and with less honorable 
excuses. But Tom Thorne realized the 
futility of attempting to explain his reason 
for being there. Unless Drimmy Dotts went 
to the authorities and told what had taken 
place the evening Tom had visited there, any 
excuse he made would sound like the squirm- 
ings of a weasel. Abuse that had previously 
been directed at gamblers, at dishonest play- 
ers, was now, with greater aim and more 
anger, aimed at Tom Thome's head. 

Obviously, it was reasoned, if the coach 
was in league" with the gamblers his guilt 
was greater, blacker than that of anyone else. 

Tom Thorne was summarily dismissed 
from his post for the 'Good of Sport.' Tom 
Thorne was through. 

^FTER supper Nora watched her father 
sitting beside the radio chewing on his 
unlighted pipe. She knew he was trying to 
think of what he might do. A man has to 
work, and all coaching offers had evaporated. 

She had intended talking to him, telling 
him about losing the radio job. But she real- 



MARY 

izecl now that something more important 
had to be done. 

"I'm going out dad," she said. 

He looked up smiling, "Be back early, 
sweetheart." 

"Right." 

In about forty-five minutes Nora walked 
into the remodelled cottage that housed 
Drimmy Dotts's Gambling Casino. Several 
hard looking characters stood about. 

"I'd like to see Mr. Dotts," she said to one. 

She followed as a man led her through 
a back room, weaving through hopefuls 
hunched over tables and roulette wheels. 

"Boss, someone to see you." 

She was inside a room fitted up like a 
business executive's. Seated at his desk she 
recognized Drimmy Dotts, a deceptively 
mild individual. 

"I'm Nora Thome," Nora said. 

He nodded his head, biting into his cigar. 

"My father lost his position as coach at 
Steelwood U. and he can't get another 
coaching job." 

"That's no skin off my teeth." 

"You know he came here to ask you to 
deny that you had been bribing his players." 

"It's bad to meddle with Drimmy Dotts," 
the man said. 

f fj^JURE, Cooky," a girl's voice said. 

"Everybody makes a mistake coming 
here. Your old man made the mistake. Now 
you." 

Nora looked at the girl who had stepped 
from behind a curtained doorway. She might 
be a. night club singer. Blonde and hard. 
Hard enough to use the small, nickel, lady- 
sized revolver she held in her hand. 

"I don't know who you are," Nora said, 
"I came to speak to him." 

"Oh. darling," the girl said with exagger- 
ated sweetness. "I don't aim to shoot you!" 
Her voice was louder, sharp as she pointed 
the gun at Dotts. "Don't open that drawer!" 

"S^e Cooky." she said talking to Nora but 
looking at Dotts. "I'm going to put six bul- 
lets into that louse there. Then I'm going 
to leave you here, Nora Thorne." 

"Darling, you're being a fool," Dotts said 
in a tight voice. 

"Look," she laughed, "Nora comes here 
because she hates you. Motive? For ruining 



her old man. When the cops come here— did 
I tell you they're on their way to pick up a 
stiff? I called them. See? I shoot you. Then I 
leave the gun. and Cooky is found. I wear 
gloves. See? No fingerprints. And they say 
there's no such thing as a perfect crime. 
Ha ha." 

"You can't get away with it." Drimmy 
Dotts said in a hoarse voice, his face ash 
grey. 

"No?" she purred. She was relishing his 
last moments. 

But Nora, with the fleetness of an admir- 
ably trained athlete, dived head low at the 
girl. She caught the gun hand, held it ceiling- 
wards. They crashed to the floor as the bitter 
blonde struggled with the ferocity of an 
enraged tiger. But she was no match for 
Nora, and Drimmy Dotts, moving quickly, 
took the gun. 

The gambler moved back and sat on his 
desk. He slipped the gun into his pocket. 

The blonde slumped into an overstuffed 
chair and melted into convulsive sobs- Dotts 
turned to Nora. 

"You've made me ashamed," he said quiet- 
ly. "I didn't think they made people like you. 
Your father may be having a run of hard 
luck, but I'd change places with him today, 
tomorrow, anytime. 

"And I'm calling the District Attorney, 
and my lawyer. I'm going to convince them 
that your father was on the level that night 
he came to see me. 

"You saved my worthless life and I'll owe 
it to you for a long time for giving me a 
chance to do something decent." 

JJRIMMY DOTTS kept his word, for 
one of the few times in his life. 

Shortly after Tom Thorne was back at 
his coaching post the gambler visited the 
Thornes. He had closed his gambling casino 
and had called to say 'Goodbye'. 

"I came to congratulate you on having a 
daughter like Nora," he said. 

Nora and her father stood at the window 
watching him leave. ' • 

"I don't think I did anything any daughter 
wouldn't have done, dad," she said. 

Tom Thorne didn't answer. His arm about 
her shoulder just held her a little bit closer. 

THE END 
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FOHHH/ MY 

~t/ev?r - 

I CAN'T STAMP 
EXCITEMENT--- 



,«l /*A«V ISff^fn; HA. HA.' r 

* _-«:S39l ! WV HEART WENT 

SAO . NOW TO SN64K 

AWAY WITH THIS 
VIAL OF HORMONE -5.' 




NOW TO TRY OWE PILL 

IF I'M RIGHT, IT WILL , , 

MAKE ME 5HED YEARS . 4 

I'LL BE yOU USER J 1 




WITH FANTASTIC SWIFTNESS, 
THE STRANGE AND POWER- 
FUL PILL. WORKS AM AMAZ- 
ING CHANGE IM THE OLD- 
WRINKLED FACE .' 



IT'S WORKING.' J THE 

YEAZ5 AR/= ROLLING OFF ME 
UKE WATER ROLL/MS OFF 
A DUCK'S BACK J 




INSTEAD OF A gKOKEN- 
POWN WAN OF 75, I'M MOW 
A WAN OF ONLY 50 .' EVEN 
MY WHITE HAIR TURNED 
DARK AND LEFT ONLY / 
A LITTLE GREY • 
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CAN SELL THESE PILLS 
OR A FORTUNE .' 6UT 
KST, I WANT EEVEMSE.' 

/ I'LL PULL MOKE 
IfflME AND LAUSH IN 
WEIR FACES IF TH£Y 
TKy TO NAB ME 




MARY MARVEL 



HOLY MOLE// I'w ONLY 35 ANp | 

TH/S IS TH-THg ) I HAVE NO GREVINS 

THE CROOK r \ HAIR, AS ANY IDIOT i 
CAUSHT WAS ABOUT 50 \ CAN 5EE.' SO LET i 
YEARS OLP AMD HE HAP 
GKiYIMS HAIR.' 
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